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Maybe Tomorrow 


Author's Notes: 
This was kind of supposed to be a cheering up fic, but it ended up a bit depressing. Ah well 


Kai came home late. 


It wasn't that Dirk was waiting up for him, or even thinking about him. Possibly it looked that way when Kai 
walked through the door, hair a tousled mess, clothes in general disarray. He certainly seemed to think so, 
from the way his eyebrows drew down in confusion then bunched back into annoyance, and the way his lips 
tightened to a knife-slash line of disapproval. 


"You're up late," like an icy whiplash. Dirk set his book down. 
"You're home late." Kai's eyes narrowed a little, then the wrinkles smoothed from his forehead as he crossed 


the room. He sat in the chair next to Dirk, folded his hands. Dirk could count the freckles on his arms and 


smell the heady sweat of another man. 


"I lost track of the time." Kai slanted a look at him, daring him to say something. Dirk remained resolutely 


silent. "l'm gonna take a shower, and we should go to bed, yeah?" 


He was supposed to say yes. It was a courtesy, Kai offering to take a shower. He knew that Dirk would never 
dream of caging him up in monogamy, but there was enough feeling between them that he wouldn't make Dirk 
sleep curled against someone else's scent. It was just one of those tacit agreements that came from fucking 


for so long. 


"No," Dirk said, after a long, considering pause. "You can go ahead. I'm not tired yet" And he went back to his 


book. 


Kai stared for a moment, clearly unsettled by this disruption of their routine. It wasn't like Dirk to casually 
brush him aside, to let him go off to bed all alone. His fingers twisted together, unconsciously trying to wring 


sense out of the situation 
"Are you sure?” he asked. 


"Yeah," Dirk replied. He flipped the page, sure he hadn't actually comprehended anything he'd just read. His pulse 
beat so strong against his jaw that he could feel it in his teeth. "Ill just read." 


Kai fell silent again, worrying at his pants, face crumpling briefly into despairing confusion. Dirk watched from 
the corner of his eye, monitoring the flickering emotions. Anger, pain, jealousy. Kai's face settled finally on 


profound fear. Dirk found it gratifying. 


‘Its cold in there," he offered finally. There was a light edge to his voice. Dirk flipped another page and arched 
an eyebrow. "You can read in bed. Come keep me warm?" His voice dipped into a low register, promise dripping 


from it like honey. 


"Hmmm." Carefully, he dog-eared the page he was on and set the book aside. A triumphant light flickered in 
Kai's eyes and his tongue darted out, deep red in the lamplight, to caress his lower lip. Dirk watched, resenting 


the warmth that crept into his belly, but amused by it all the same. "No. | might take a walk." 

"Dirk!" The shock on Kai's face was priceless. If Dirk had been in the mood, he would have laughed out loud. 
Instead, he flicked a smile at Kai and stood up, stretching deliberately. He felt Kai's gaze crawling down his 
torso, lingering on his hips. It never went much further than that; his legs were nice enough, but the line of 
them was marred by his brace. Whether it was aesthetic disapproval or pure guilt, Kai hardly ever let his 
eyes wander quite that far down 

"What?" he asked mildly. "Its nice out, isn't it?" 

"That's hardly the point..." 


Dirk shrugged and started to walk towards the door, carefully calculating his route so that he passed by Kai's 


seat. As expected, Kai's hand shot out, gripped him hard around the wrist. Dirk stopped, glanced down. His hair 


fell in a perfect sheet across his face, and he watched frustration war with sudden desire in Kai's eyes. 


"What is the point then, Kai?" he murmured, his voice deceptively soft. Kai caught the edge, reacted to the 
dangerous inflections. His fingers loosened on Dirk's wrist, then fell away all together. 


"Well." Kai fumbled for the right words, anything to pull him out of the pit he suddenly found himself in. "l 


mean.. don't you just want to go to bed? It's so late." 


"Not so late for you," Dirk pointed out. Kai flinched briefly, then narrowed his eyes in anger. Dirk had crossed a 


line and there was no salvaging the evening now. 
"Fine time to bring it up," he snapped. 


"Oh, I'm sorry." Dirk reached up, pushing his hair back so that Kai could look full into his face. "We're not 
supposed to talk about this, are we?" 


"That's hardly fair--" 


"Yes, | can see how being reminded that you come home to a consolation prize every night can be hard for 


you." 


"Dirk" This time the fury in Kai's voice was real, a quick blaze of emotion that propelled him out of his chair. 
He pressed his chest to Dirk's, pushed his face in close. Dirk held his ground and tried not to notice the stale 
smell of sex that clung to Kai's hair and clothes. "Don't fucking start this with me.." 


| wasn't trying to start anything. | was trying to go for a walk," Dirk pointed out, well aware how infuriating 


Kai would find his calm, even tones. "You're the one who brought it up." 


Kai sputtered for a moment, overwhelmed by anger. His hand shot back up, gripped Dirk's bicep hard. "I damn 
well did not," he growled. His fingers clenched and flexed against Dirk's arm, biting deep enough to bruise. "Why 
don't you just fucking say it, Dirk?" 


"If | did, would you stop?" Dirk stared hard into Kai's eyes, daring him to tell the truth. Kai blinked and looked 
away. "| didn't think so.." 


‘Its not because | don't.. | mean.” Kai's fingers relaxed but he didn't let go, and Dirk didn't try to pull away. 
"Why do we have to have this conversation?" His voice was more plaintive than angry. It made Dirk want to 


slap him. 


"Because, Kai. | don't like having to hold my breath when you walk past because l'm afraid I'll smell Henjo on 


you." Kai frowned and twisted his head a little, then shook it emphatically. 


"| do not smell like Henjo." 
"Not this time.." 


"Stop it" Kai bared his teeth and a shiver of lust crawled down Dirk's spine, wrapped itself like barbed wire 
around his hips. Kai pushed closer and his breath was warm against Dirk's cheek "Just fucking stop. You 


wanted to make me feel like shit? Mission accomplished. You can rest easy now, congratulations." 


Dirk considered denying the accusation, but there was no point. Kai was perfectly right. He had been trying to 
make him feel guilty, if only for his own personal satisfaction Knowing that Kai felt guilty when he came home, 


lips swollen from someone else's kisses, was the only thing that let him sleep at night. 


Kai watched, expression hardening into bitter fury at the cool pleasure in Dirk's eyes. Growling, he shoved him 
away, flicked his fingers dismissively. "Go on, go for your fucking walk. I'll be here when you get back." He 
turned his back, heading into the bedroom. Dirk couldn't resist a parting shot. 


"Well, that's a fucking miracle." 


Kai rounded on him and Dirk only had a split second to realize that he'd pushed too hard before the back of 
Kai's hand connected with his face. His head snapped to the side, warm copper flooding his mouth as his lip split 
against his teeth. He staggered a few steps, put his hand on the back of a chair for support. His ears rang and 
his vision swam, but he could still tell that Kai was trembling with the strain of not decking him again. 


"| suppose | deserved that," he murmured, raising his fingers to his lip. Swollen already. There was no hiding 


that one. From the feel of it, his cheek might bruise as well. 

"| suppose you did," Kai answered, cold and tight. 

"I'm not sorry.” 

"| didn't think so." Kai turned again and stalked into the bedroom. Dirk pushed his fingers hard against his lip, 
pressing a few more drops of blood out. He wondered if there was any sense trying to salvage the evening. 
Somehow he doubted it, but he followed Kai anyhow. 

He watched from the doorway as Kai shed his clothes, flinging them down against the floor as if they'd 
offended him. Dirk couldn't help but admire the line of Kai's back, the curve of his ass, the sweep of his 
shoulders. His eyes trailed up and down Kai's body, numbering freckles, noting ticklish spots. He sighed softly. 


"Kai." 


"I thought you were going for a walk." Kai didn't sound angry anymore. Tired, yes. Resigned, certainly. But all the 
anger seemed to have drained out of him. Dirk wetted his lips and stepped into the room. 


"I changed my mind," he answered. His hands clenched at his sides and he shoved them into his pockets. Kai 


didn't turn around. "Look at me?" 


Kai glanced over his shoulder. His mouth was twisted as though he'd tasted something bitter, and if all of the 
fury had flowed out of his voice, it still hadn't quite vacated his eyes. They glittered darkly in the low light of 


the bedroom, accusing. Dirk frowned. 
"We had to talk about it eventually," he said. 


"| suppose, Kai answered grudgingly. He shrugged and turned away, dragging on a pair of old shorts and settling 
gingerly on the edge of the bed. "I thought you didn't care." 


"Don't be stupid, of course | care." Dirk crouched on the floor, resting on his good knee and staring intently at 
the carpet. It was too awkward, talking to Kai like this. They'd always just.. understood each other. There had 
been no discussion when they'd started fucking, no discussion when Kai had essentially moved in, traipsing into 
Dirk's house like he owned the place, leaving his clothes all over the bedroom, draping his towels across the 


rim of the bathtub. There hadn't been any need to talk, it had all just happened. This, though.. this was 
something entirely different. 


"Well, you should have said something!" Kai's hands knotted together again and Dirk watched, aching to go take 
Kai by the wrists, kiss the pads of his fingers, tell him it didn't really matter after all 


"I just did," he pointed out instead, arching an eloquent eyebrow. Kai fell silent, tucking his chin against his chest 
and hiding behind tousled hair. 


"Fine. I'll stop, then" 

"No, you won't" Kai's head snapped up and he shot Dirk a pained, accusatory glare. Dirk just shrugged and 
stood, wincing at the twinge from his knee as he made his way across the room. Kai shifted to the side and 
Dirk joined him on the bed, their shoulders barely touching. "Its okay, | never really expected you to." 


"Then.. what the hell was all this?" Kai's hands trembled in frustration and Dirk almost laughed. 


"| don't know. | guess | just wanted to see.." He reached out, planting a hand in the center of Kai's chest and 
pushing him onto his back. The taste of his own blood still lurked at the tip of his tongue and he sighed, nipping 
at the cut with his front teeth. Kai stared up at him, a bemused smile quirking the corners of his mouth. 


"Asshole," he sighed. Dirk shrugged, rolling over and forcing his thigh between Kai's legs. A flash of alarm lit 
Kai's eyes and Dirk grinned. "That's not funny. Get off.” 


"lim not laughing, and no." Dirk leaned down, pressing a kiss to the corner of Kai's mouth. His thigh dug hard 
against Kai, rubbing and teasing, and Kai's body responded even if Kai himself did not. 


"Dirk, cut it out," he snapped. There was a wavering edge in his voice, an uncertainty. For the second time that 
night, Dirk decided to push his luck. He ground down harder, fucking his leg against Kai's covered prick and 
planting his elbows on either side of Kai's head. His hair fell down around their faces like a curtain, and he 


smiled, eyes tracking the faint blush that shadowed Kai's cheeks. 


"Just this once," he murmured. His lips found Kai's eyelids, each in turn, then his cheeks, then his lips. They 
were warm against Dirk's mouth, and he flicked his tongue against them, asking and teasing at the same time. 


Beneath him, Kai shuddered and relaxed, lips parting as he arched hesitantly into the kiss. 


Dirk's hands moved slowly, uncertain at first but gaining confidence each time Kai arched and moaned into his 
mouth. His fingers trailed down Kai's side, tripping along the ridges of his ribcage and resting lightly just above 
his hip. It was strange to lead the way; even when he dragged Kai down, stripped him bare and begged to be 
fucked, Kai was one step ahead, anticipating everything. Now, he squirmed against the bed, breathless and 
needy with his arms stretched above his head, waiting for Dirk to make the next move. 


His fingers shuddered indecisively. Up or down? Kai smiled against his lips and Dirk growled softly, free hand 
fisting in Kai's hair. The sudden tug drew a sharp cry of surprise from Kai, and Dirk pulled back enough to 
watch the flickering lust in his eyes. The sight reassured him; this was very different, but it was stil 
essentially them. He smiled and his hand slipped up, calloused fingers dragging roughly across Kai's nipple. 


Kai hissed between his teeth and arched his spine, pressing himself harder against Dirk's hand. That was more 
like the Kai that he was used to, eager and demanding, always wanting more. Dirk purred softly, buried his face 
in Kai's neck. His teeth nipped gently, leaving soft red marks up the side of Kai's throat, as his fingers closed 


possessively around Kai's nipple. 


A little whimper burst from Kai's throat like a gunshot, and Dirk twisted gently, rolling the sensitive flesh 
between thumb and forefinger, eyes going heavy-lidded as he watched Kai's lips curve up in a pleased smile. He 
rolled his hips, twisted his head to the side, pushed up into the gentle pressure, and Dirk watched hungrily. His 
prick ached against his leg, swollen and painful, and he entertained the notion of making Kai slide down onto his 
knees to relieve some of the pressure. The thought made him shiver and his fingers clamped tight around 
Kai's nipple, pinching and twisting viciously. Kai responded with a happy, keening moan and Dirk bit at his split lip 
as his fingers trailed across to the other side of Kai's chest. 


As he twisted and scratched, he watched Kai, took note of every emotion that crossed his face. Mostly it was 
pleasure, that mindless ecstasy that he'd felt himself so many times, the kind he'd loved and hated, wanting it 
to escalate and at the same time wanting it to go on forever. Kai twisted against the mattress, strands of 
bright hair sticking to his face. Dirk warred with the urge to brush them away and roll onto his back, letting 
the natural order of things resume uninterrupted. But Kai was so beautiful like this, more vulnerable than Dirk 


had ever seen him before. 


Purring, he dipped his head, planting a soft kiss in the hollow of Kai's throat. Kai squirmed, laughed softly and 
put his hands on Dirk's shoulders. That was a familiar enough sensation, and Kai must have seen the amused 


pleasure in Dirk's eyes because his face burst into a brilliant smile, eyes wrinkling at the corners. He pushed 


gently, teasingly, trying to guide Dirk down; for his trouble, he got only a quick, stinging slap to the thigh. His 
eyes went wide, as perfectly round as saucers, and he whimpered softly. Dirk lifted his hand away, certain that 
he'd gone too far and that this would be over before it even started. 


Kai shuddered, his eyes slipping slowly closed as his hips rolled to the side. Dirk shifted with him, confused. Did 
Kai want him to get up? Was he being evicted from his own bed? With a shiver and a soft, smiling sigh, Kai 
settled against him. His hands pressed against Dirk's broad chest, body canted slightly to the side offering a 
more tempting target for Dirk's palm. 


"Kai." The breath stuck in his throat and he stroked Kai's ass with hesitant fingers. Kai bit his lips, then 
curved them into a pout that might have been comical if he hadn't been so flushed, if his fingers hadn't 
clutched so hard, if his prick hadn't dug so insistently into Dirk's hip. Dirk shuddered and cupped Kai's ass in a 
broad palm, squeezing gently. 


The slap surprised him as much as it did Kai, and he shifted his gaze to stare down at his hand, stinging now, 
resting on a patch of rapidly reddening skin. Kai shuddered in pleasure, dragged his nails down Dirk's chest, 
purred his approval against Dirk's throat. The shocks had barely finished traveling up Dirk's arm when he did it 
again, his hand connecting solidly with Kai's ass. His skin burned and itched with the impact and Kai cried out 
sharply, his mouth slanting into a smug little smile. 


"More," he demanded. Dirk shook his head. His entire body trembled with pent up lust and too many more of 
these little games would ruin him. Kai stared up into his eyes, caught the desperation there, and nodded. 


He squirmed up the bed, resting his head on a pile of pillows, hair fanning out to either side. Dirk laid a hesitant 
hand against his thigh, pushed gently, and Kai's legs spread like they were oiled He wondered how many other 
people had done just that, how many other people had hooked their fingers in Kai's pants and dragged them 
down his eager legs. Dirk sighed and dipped his head, kissing his way up Kai's thigh. It didn't matter. Kai was his 


for now. 


His head rested against the warmth of Kai's hip as he reached down, trembling fingers fumbling the brace off 
of his leg. It slipped to the floor with a muffled thump, followed soon after by his own pants. The room seemed 
cold against his bare skin and he closed his eyes and wondered if he could just stay curled between Kai's legs 


for the rest of the night. 


He might have if not for Kai. An urgent hand tangled in his long hair, tugging gently at first and, when he didn't 
respond immediately, yanking so hard that his eyes watered. Laughing softly, nervous all over again, he lifted 
himself up and began the slow crawl up Kai's body. He was so fucking gorgeous laid out on the bed, waiting, 
every line of his body drawn in near frantic need. 


"Too slow, Dirk," he whispered, dragging Dirk's face down for a kiss. Their lips clashed and parted, teeth and 
tongues warring for dominance. Dirk's hand fisted in Kai's hair again, tugged his head to the side, and Kai 
surrendered, parting his lips and curving his legs around Dirk's hips. 


He fit like he was meant to be there, settling between Kai's legs with a soft moan. His prick rubbed eagerly 
against Kai's ass, endless shudders chasing each other up and down his spine. His hand shook as it traced its 
way back down, less out of nerves and more out of lust this time. His fingers pinched and stroked, teasing Kai 
into a trembling, whimpering mess of desire. He whispered things into Dirk's ear, nonsense mostly, pleading 


words that, strung together, meant nothing but still somehow managed to paint a very eloquent portrait. 


Dirk's fingers found their mark, tracing and pushing, pulsing against sensitive skin until Kai nearly screamed, his 
hands curved into tight claws against the sheets. He was still tight and dry, untouched at least for tonight. 
Dirk gave thanks for small miracles. He started to reach for lubrication and Kai thrust it into his hand. He 
laughed as he slicked his fingers, dropping wet kisses across Kai's face. 


He slipped inside easily, just one finger to start with. It was enough to make Kai jump, to make him groan. He 
twisted against the sheets, pushing himself down against Dirk, begging for more. Dirk watched him for a 
moment, his finger twisting and flicking inside Kai, then added a second. Kai hissed this time, wincing a little at 
the slow burn, and Dirk gave him just long enough to adjust, watching until the last crease had smoothed from 
Kai's forehead, before sliding in a third. 


Kai wailed like a banshee, hips slamming off the bed, body trembling eagerly. Dirk watched him silently, his 
hands steady as stone now, their only movement the steady pulse and twist of his searching fingers. Kai clung 
to him, nails biting into his skin, raking bright furrows across his shoulders. It was beautiful, frantic. Dirk's 
fingers slipped out and he reached down to grip his prick, slicking it sparingly. 


His hips swung forward and Kai's legs slammed shut, pushing him away. For a split second, it felt like the world 
had been yanked out from under him. Had it all been some elaborate revenge? Kai wasn't like that, but the 
thought didn't enter Dirk's head. All he could think was that this was it, Kai was gone for good this time. He 


reeled back, focusing on Kai's face, searching for some sort of answer. 
The emotion in Kai's eyes told him all he needed to know. 


He sat back as Kai leaned forward, one blunt hand pushed against his chest. Dirk allowed Kai to guide him down, 
positioning him against the pillows, fingers stroking down his cheeks and tracing the line of his jaw. Biting his 
lower lip, eyes bright, Kai swung his leg across Dirk's hips and reached back, gripping the head of Dirk's prick. 
He rested it against himself, drawing a deep breath and closing his eyes. Dirk could only watch helplessly, hands 
gripping Kai's thighs as he squirmed and keened, back arching and hips twisting. 


The tip of Dirk's cock slipped in and Kai sighed softly, lashes fluttering against his flushed cheeks. His tongue 
darted out, sharp and scarlet, to bathe his lower lip as he worked his way down Dirk's shaft, hips rolling in a 
practiced motion that infuriated and mesmerized. His own prick bobbed against his stomach, swollen and eager, 


and he cupped it gently, sighing as he settled flush against Dirk's hips. 


They rested like that for a moment, Kai drawing slow, even breaths, Dirk gasping raggedly like a distance 
runner. He should have known that Kai wouldn't let him have his way entirely, but he certainly hadn't expected 


this. Kai twisted his head to the side, planted a hand on Dirk's chest. His hips lifted slightly, paused, then rolled 


back down in one clean motion that sent sparks skittering through Dirk's hips and leaking down into his legs. 


Dirk stared up blindly, catching the smug expression on Kai's face out of the very corner of his eye. Kai's hips 
rolled again, harder this time, deeper, and Kai's whimper matched Dirk's. His nails dug hard into Dirk's skin and 
he squeezed his eyes shut and then Dirk didn't notice anything but the bone-shattering pleasure of Kai's 
squirming, gasping rhythm. 


His hands found Kai's hips and rested there for a moment. He was content to let Kai have his fun, but the 
pressure was starting to build Each roll of Kai's hips drew him close to the edge, but not close enough. It 
wasn't as fast as he needed, or as hard, and as the thoughts flicked through his mind, his fingers tightened on 
Kai's hips and he bared his teeth eagerly. 


The next time Kai rose up, Dirk was ready, yanking him back down before he realized what was happening. A 
scream tore from his throat and he immediately jerked back again. Dirk laughed, pulled him back, and the hot 
coil of need that burned in his belly grew a little bit tighter. They fought against each other, Kai pulling away, 
Dirk jerking him back, seating himself fully inside Kai's tight little ass with each stroke. 


Kai's hand worked his own prick, frantic and arrhythmic, as though he was already starting to falter. Dirk 
licked his lips, tasted stale copper, and sat up. His arm looped tight around Kai's waist, dragging him down, and 
he curled his legs beneath him for leverage. Kai cried out, struggled against his grip, then threw his head back 
and howled as Dirk's hips pistoned up. 


He held Kai pinned against his chest, his face buried in Kai's neck as he fucked him, setting a brutal, jarring 
rhythm that chattered his teeth and sent flares of pain scattering up and down from his bad knee. He ignored 
the discomfort, ignored the wailing pleas for mercy that dropped off of Kai's lips like stones. This was his and 
his alone. Kai was his. 

His teeth sank deep into Kai's throat and he came. 

His vision flooded white as he spilled himself inside Kai and dimly, he heard a wrenching shriek of pleasure. He 
fell backwards then, tumbling onto the pillows, chest heaving as he waited for his head to stop spinning. There 
was rapidly cooling warmth against his belly, then a hot, heavy weight against his side. Kai's head rested 
hesitantly against his shoulder, and Dirk sighed. 

"Thank you." Kai kissed his jaw and smiled lazily. 


‘Mmhmm." Dirk wasn't entirely capable of talking yet, still slightly confused by what had just happened. Kai's 


fingers trailed across his stomach. 
"You ought to clean up." 


"Yeah..." 


"| won't... | mean, I'll try not to." 


"Its okay. We'll talk about it later." Dirk sighed and pulled Kai closer, burying his face in tangled hair. The scent 
of it filled his nostrils and he closed his eyes contentedly. Cigarettes and sex, just the way Kai was supposed to 


smell. 


